CHAPTER 157 


September 26, 2011 


“Figures | get you a pet turtle and you still soend more time with that damn fox 
than anything else.” 


Justin and Maya were hanging out around the shrine, about midday, where Maya 
was hanging around with that fox she was so fond of. Justin couldn’t say he felt the 
same; it was like everytime he saw that fox it just gave him this look, this piercing 
gaze that went right through his soul. He didn’t seem angry or vicious or anything, 
but just the way he looked at Justin... It was like the creature was trying to play 
mind games with the guy. Still, with Maya’s speech issue, he kind of had to go along 
with her to translate if she ever needed to talk to someone about something. 
Granted, he wasn’t going to be able to hold this charade of constantly hovering over 
Maya to translate on her behalf for very long, what with him going back to school 
very soon and having his own social life and all, but he was going to help her with 
this stuff wherever he could. And he wasn’t going to just deny her from doing what 
she enjoyed just because that fox creeped him the fuck out. Maya ignored Justin 
though, stroking the fur on the fox’s skull as she sat near the shrine, just taking in 
the atmosphere and enjoying herself. 


“He’s cuter.” Maya signed off to Justin to the best of her ability. You could see she 
was having trouble remembering the gestures, given that she paused between each 
motion, enacting them slowly as if doing the sign as she remembered it; but all the 
same, it was clear by the time she was done that’s what she meant. Justin shook his 
head a bit, as though unable to grasp how someone like Maya who loved every kind 
of animal imaginable actually had a tier list, a hierarchy of favoritism in the animal 
kingdom sorted by cuteness from the looks of it. He rolled his eyes a bit, leaning 
back in his seat along the steps of the shrine. 


Despite the very clearly present wild, and possibly dangerous animal, the shrine 
was filled with the sight of children playing; skipping, laughing, jumping about like 
little kids do. One of them had actually approached the two earlier to get a ball back 
they had accidentally thrown at the two’s way. Maya had been the one to hand him 
back the ball, though the boy didn’t seem to understand why she wouldn’t speak to 
him, only making gestures to the man beside her. In a way, it kind of broke her 
heart watching the child question her why she was making all those motions to 
Justin, why Justin was speaking to her. Children of course had trouble holding back 
their curiosity, never really censoring their questions; only speaking what they truly 
thought. And to this child, she looked like some weirdo that had been playing a 
strange variation of rock, paper, scissors with her companion; and god, the amount 
of questions the child seemed to ask after Justin told the little boy that she was 
mute, unable to speak. The two eventually just decided to tell him that it was a sore 


throat, saving themselves the trouble of explaining she’d never talk again. He didn’t 
need to know that anyway 


Still, despite the child’s curiosity reminding Maya about her disability and just how it 
made her different from all of the people around her, Maya sat there, content with 
enjoying the company of Justin and the fox as she sat in the sunshine, the cool 
breeze pressing against the back of her neck, the sound of children playing filling 
the air like a rather pungent odor. Something about just being out of the house after 
everything had gone down was a nice change of pace, just moving on with her life 
as if nothing had ever happened in the first place. She was still struggling with her 
new-found silence, but it was nice to pretend it wasn’t a problem, even if for only an 
hour in her life. Justin by this point had been twiddling a cigarette inbetween his 
fingers, contemplating whether or not to light one up. His anxiety was through the 
roof, and he felt like he needed it, but... After everything that had been said on the 
matter, even though every fiber of his being was trying to push the cigarette 
through his teeth, he just couldn’t do it. It was probably a good thing in the long 
run, even if he was a little light-headed from quitting cold turkey. 


“...You want one?” Justin spoke after a moment, holding out the cigarette to Maya. 
The way he Saw it, best way to keep himself from smoking was if he didn’t have the 
smoke in the first place. Not like Maya wouldn’t pass it to him if he really wanted to 
of course, but at least it would help. Maya smiled a bit before pinching the cigarette 
between her fingers, the lighter being passed off into her other hand. Say what you 
would about smoking being unhealthy, especially with her throat, Maya enjoyed 
smoking; she wasn’t going to quit anytime soon. Justin sighed with slight relief as 
She lit up her smoke, taking a puff of the cigarette as she handed the lighter back to 
Justin, a wide grin on her face. She briefly had to wonder if cops would be more 
lenient about catching her with this kind of stuff if she was a mute; play the guilt 
card and all of that crap. Probably not; though Maya didn’t have any intent on 
getting caught anyway, so it all worked out in the end. 


“| must be nuts thinking this’ll work...” Justin and Maya’s faces both shot up a bit, 
their ears responding to a familiar voice in the distance. You know it was strange; 
Justin was usually pissed off whenever he heard Yosuke’s voice and Maya had 
always been ecstatic. Now it seemed just like the roles had changed. Not that Justin 
was happy or Maya was mad, but Maya was blushing and trying to hide behind 
Justin at this point, embarrassed by the prospect of seeing him after what had 
happened with her voice. She was afraid of what he would think of her now that she 
couldn’t even speak. Why would you want to be friends with someone you couldn’t 
even speak with after all? Yosuke slowly crept towards the shrine, eyes up towards 
the clouds as though to speak to the heavens, before finally looking straight ahead, 
jumping a bit as he caught sight of Justin... And Maya trying her damndest to get 
behind him. It didn’t work. “M-Maya? Wh-what are you doing here?” Yosuke 
stuttered with surprise, quickly crumpling a paper he had in his hands and thrusting 
it into his pocket. Seemed he was trying to hide whatever it was that was written on 


that slip. Given that he was at the shrine right now, it could probably be assumed 
that whatever it was was an absolutely horrid wish; probably to get laid or 
something. Justin slid over to the side on the stairs, allowing Yosuke to have a clear 
line of sight with the girl, even though she clearly didn’t want to. She’d need to get 
over her disability sooner or later anyway. She blushed hard, embarrassed that she 
couldn’t actually answer that question, eyes wide, mouth curved down in a frightful 
frown as she waved timidly at him to acknowledge his presence. The fox yipped for 
a moment before running off to dive in a bush, as if already sensing that shit was 
about to get awkward. 


“Just getting some fresh air; you?” Justin questioned, eyes darting to his pocket for 
a moment. Yosuke could tell too, since he had adjusted his stance slightly to try and 
keep Justin’s eyes away from his pocket, rubbing at the back of his neck with 
embarrassment as he tried to side-step the question. His business at the shrine was 
between him and whatever powers may be in the heavens above. And by that | 
mean the fox. 


“Oh that? Its nothing, just a to-do list. Yeah, that’s it.” Yosuke tried to bluff, horribly 
too if | might add. Justin just rolled his eyes as Yosuke made his way over to the 
steps to take a seat by Maya, who had slid over even closer to Justin, as if she were 
allergic to the guy. She wouldn’t look in his general direction either, averting her 
eyes in the direction of Justin in an attempt at hiding her bright red cheeks from 
Yosuke. It seemed school was just getting out given that he was wearing his 
backpack. Or at least he was until he dropped it to the ground beside him, resting 
his back muscles from the heavy load of his books. “Hey, something wrong?” 
Yosuke questioned as he noticed Maya refused to look him dead in the eye, instead 
opting to try and hide her face to the best of her abilities; as if that was going to 
change the fact that she couldn’t speak, as if that would hide her sudden silence 
from the boy. “You feeling alright? You look kind of sick...” 


Maya paused for a moment, as if to contemplate even acknowledging Yosuke’s 
presence. After a while though, she decided as embarrassed as she was being 
around the boy after her accident, with her condition, she couldn’t just ignore him. 
That would make it worse. She had to at the very least try. She moved the hair from 
her bangs out of her eyes for a brief moment before signing off to Justin so that he 
could translate., trying to hide the motion from Yosuke even though she failed 
miserably. Justin responded in kind by grabbing her by the shoulders and rotating 
her around slightly so that she wasn’t facing away from Yosuke, much to her 
embarrassment, her cheeks heating up ever quicker as her eyes met his. Justin had 
no problems translating, but she wasn’t going to hide it from her friends like it was 
some plague. They all understood and wanted to help her; not condemn her. 


“She say’s-“ 


“Not really?” Yosuke cut Justin off, much to his amazement. He wasn’t sure if 
Yosuke was just picking up on Maya’s body language or if he actually understood 
the motions she was making, but it was entirely true that’s what she had been 
trying to see. Maya seemed surprised, though she wasn’t sure if it was a good thing 
or bad thing that he could read her motions. 


“You... Know sign language?” Justin questioned with some annoyance as Yosuke 
examined Maya, trying to figure out what was wrong from appearances alone. You 
would think he would have caught on that when Maya said she didn’t mean she felt 
sick; though she kind of did in a way. Sick to her stomach, sick to her heart; but not 
the kind of sick Yosuke thought she had been. Yosuke seemed a little caught off 
guard by the question, if not a bit defensive as Justin interrogated him on his 
knowledge of the unspoken art of language. 


“Just a little.” He remarked nervously, though that only served to piss Justin off a 
bit. It was great that Yosuke knew this stuff, if only because it meant less translating 
on Justin’s behalf, but goddamn that would have been some useful information a 
couple of days ago. 


“You know; | really would have appreciated knowing that before | spent all my 
money on lessons.” Justin snarled with aggravation. He doubted Yosuke would be as 
good a teacher as the instructor they got was, but it would have been so fucking 
nice if Justin could have taught Maya this stuff and still had money for food. Yosuke 
averted eye contact, rubbing the back of his neck a bit with embarrassment. 


“Oh uh... M-Must have slipped my mind.” He remarked, cheeks red all the while, as 
if embarrassed, ashamed that he wasn’t able to educate Maya on the matter. 
Besides, he only had a very basic knowledge of sign-language; he probably wouldn’t 
be able to help Maya out in the long run. Still, after the wave of shame passed over 
him, his eyes soon fell back on Maya, concern for her well being. Her usually pale 
skin was red as hell, and coupled with the fact that she wasn’t feeling good, he 
thought it was a fever. He never even considered that she was referring to her 
throat when she said she felt like shit. He slowly extended the back of his hand out 
to Maya’s forehead, checking her temperature through touch. Of course, Maya only 
seemed to blush harder after that, skin heating up as his flesh met with hers. She 
didn’t even consider for a moment correcting him on his assumptions of illness; 
perhaps because she was too embarrassed, too shocked to move, perhaps because 
she just didn’t want to, even for such a brief moment. “Sheesh, you’re burning a 
fever Maya.” Yosuke remarked with concern as he pulled his hand away. Of course, 
she wasn’t burning a fever, her skin was just grown that hot from the mere touch of 
his skin. Maya paused for a moment, still trying to gain her composure from the out 
of the blue contact of skin before making some rather quick motions of her hand. 


“I’m fine, really!” She insisted through the motions of her hands, almost mortified 
knowing what was really causing her skin to heat up to feverish temperatures. Oh 


she was sick alright; love sick. Yosuke didn’t really seem to believe her though, 
which might have been good. Maya wasn’t sure she really wanted Yosuke to catch 
on to the real reason her skin was red, her skin warm, her palms clamy. At least not 
here, not now, and not under these circumstances. Though given the fact that she 
couldn’t really tell him herself anytime soon, maybe it would have been better if he 
did figure it out. Yosuke smiled at her for a moment, though is eyes still had that 
worried expression to them. 


“You know, whenever | used to get sick, my parents used to give me ice cream. | 
don’t think the local ice-cream shop’s closed for winter yet.” He remarked happily. 
Maya seemed a little confused by the notion, as to why he was inviting her out for 
ice cream. If it was for the company or the conversation, he was going to be very 
disappointed. She had began to shake her head for a moment in denial, though 
Yosuke apparently was refusing to take no for an answer on the matter. He reached 
out for her writs, accidentally grabbing her by the hand at first before readjusting 
his fingers and tugging her up from the ground. Maya briefly had to wonder if he 
was doing this on purpose just to make her heart race a thousand miles, to torture 
her as if she had committed some crime against humanity for being in love. “Come 
on; It’s on me.” He encouraged her. Though she didn’t have much choice given that 
he began to drag her there anyway, as much as she firmly tried to plant her feet in 
the ground to stop him. It wasn’t until they were towards the gate of the park that 
she decided to stop resisting, to just give in and go get some diary treats with the 
boy of her affection. Maybe things wouldn’t work out with her voice now missing; 
and if so, it was only more reason to enjoy all the time she had with him while she 
could. Justin smiled as the two left, though that changed after a moment when he 
realized Yosuke had forgotten to throw his backpack back on over his shoulder as 
the two departed; he was much too enthusiastic about taking Maya out for ice 
cream to remember his shit. 


“Wait, Yosuke!” Justin called out, trying to stop home before he rounded the corner 
of the shrine; though to not much avail. He just groaned with annoyance, pinching 
his temples as the two disappeared into the horizon line, departing to do whatever 
it was those two did when they were alone like that. He sighed after a moment, 
standing up from his seat along the ledge of the stone step and grabbing Yosuke’s 
bag by the right strap. Of course, Yosuke being Yosuke and all, the bag seemed to 
have been unzipped quite a bit, and as Justin lifted the bag, its contents spilled out 
like an oil spill. Suddenly Justin had the strangest urge to punch Yosuke right now; 
especially when he had to go chasing after papers that had been stolen by the wind. 


It was maybe two minutes later that he had managed to collect all the papers 
fluttering about in the wind and return them to their respective position in his 
backpack, even longer to get the books in there; seemed Yosuke had quite a bit of 
homework. He must have pushed off some of those reports a little too long. At least, 
that had been what Justin thought, but even for a guy who had a shit ton of make- 
up work, this seemed like a lot of work to Justin. Curious, Justin couldn’t help but 


read off the titles of the books he had brought home, trying to decipher the mystery 
of Yosuke’s collection of textbooks. Math, History, Physics; the works. Nothing 
seemed particularly out of place... Except for one book in particular. 


Justin grabbed at the book with curiosity, holding it up in the sunlight for a moment 
to make sure he had read that title right. It seemed he had, and for that reason, he 
couldn’t help but smile; smile for Yosuke wherever he might be at this moment in 
time. 


In Justin’s hands, with a library card sticking out of one of the pages like a book 
mark, was an introductory textbook on sign-language. 


